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DESIGNER CLOTHING OUTLET 
THE NATION’S ONLY 

E.N.U.F. FACTORY OUTLET 


Featuring Designer 
Sportswear Clothing 
For Men, Women & 
Children at Fantastic 
- Wholesale Prices! 


* OFF RETAIL! 


2255 No, University Parkway, Provo / In the — Shopping Center 
Open 10 AM- 6PM / 377-2622 / MC & VISA Accepted 


Winter 
Clearance Sale 


Sweatpants - $8 
Sweatshirts - $10 to $15 
Baseball Jackets - $19 


New Spring Inventory 
Arriving Weekly! 


Mention this ad and receive an 
additional 10% off your purchase. 


VC CC oeceeee -= 


Free 2 oz. KAVA product with any Salon Service. 


PROVO STORE 
255 W. Center ¢ 375-7928 


TAYLORMAID 


RUE SOE RVICE SALON 
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From THE. Epiror_ 


Prophets : Bie! eee 
.- Fm a person-who likes General -Conferenee- No kidding. I take in all — 
sessions and catch the General Women’s Conference, too, if I get the 
charice-1’ ye ‘grown up in awerof. many of our ers ps look &. their 
Vices. ‘toca me répentance often enough. > > ba & 
~But acknowledging the authority of living Sophos often lands me in 


-a paradox. Some counsel is‘hard to bear. Other times I wonder why current 


doctrine differs from historical views, and I wish [had some séeret method 
of separating a prophet’s message from his cultural and historical setting. 
In one of my favorite LDS personal essays, Scott Kenney deals with the . 
same problem. He recounts his experience as a young graduate student in 
the early 70s, filled with indignation about world issues, and confused by 
the tendency of many Church leaders —including his former mission 
president who had become an apostle—to take conservative and often U.S. 
nationalistic stances. He wondered if the protesters in the streets weren’t 
as legitimate prophets as the men we usually associate with that title (See 
“At Home At Sea” in John Sillitoe, ed., The Wildemess of Faith). 
Luckily, historical LDS doctrine provides a model for Mormons to 
adopt when looking for leadership. Joseph Smith talked about all truth 
being “circumscribed in one great whole,” and Brigham Young said 
Mormonism is composed of all truth, “whether it be found in heaven, on 
earth, or in hell.” Joseph had a vision of every Church member becoming 
her or his own prophet; he recognized in others the gift of prophecy. 
Recently, Terry Tempest Williams—whose brilliant essay appears in 
this week’s A&L section—visited campus. As I followed her around 
campus throughout the day, listening carefully to each word she had to 
offer, I found myself continually moved by the power with which this 
woman spoke. At one point I scribbled in the margin of my notebook: 
“When I imagine a prophet, she is what I see.” 
And in a very real sense that’s true—not to take away from my respect 
for our sustained leaders, but to acknowledge truth wherever it may be 
found. Next weekend I plan to be in Nevada, singing “Come, Come, Ye 


~ Saints” with a group of men and women who have, like Williams, found 


what I believe to be a piece of truth—one which is consistent with and 
essential to the Mormonism to which I subscribe. 
Hope to see you there, 


LETTERS 
Eric on Ethics or 


To the Editor: 


The cliché eas “Those who don’t know ‘bets are doomed to ol 


it” and Student Review is stuck in a loop. Apparently, the Review limits its 


open forum to those views which the editors accept. 

Two years ago, when Student Review questioned Karl Snow’s qualifi- 
cations for Congress, the paper’s ethics were questioned when the pub- 
lisher inappropriately attacked Karl Snow’s defense—in the same issue 
that the defense appeared. 

Recently, a pro-Amendment 2 letter appeared on your letters page, only 
to be attacked by an “Editor’s Response” which was nearly twice as long 
as the original letter. 

I guess my real question is, where’s the Review’s respect for its 
contributing readership? 

Two years ago, people questioned the propriety of the publisher using 
the paper as his personal trumpet. I have to question now if the paper hasn’t 
been used to promote the editor(s)’s personal biases. Whatever the case, 
the Editor’s Response was inappropriate and broke many journalistic 
standards. If an apology to the readership is felt to be unnecessary, at least 
a renewed commitment to the ideal of an “open forum” —for all points of 
view — should be reaffirmed. 


Eric L. Christiansen 
Boise, Idaho 


STAFF NoTEs 


eCORRECTION: Apologies to Stacey Ford, one of the staffwomen of 
the week two issues ago, to whom we mistakenly applied the term 
“freshwoman.” Stacey is a happy, healthy sophomore. 

*Saffperson this week is assistant Issues Editor, Jonathan Green. Last 
minute copy collecting is beginning to be a eerie routine, and Jonathan 
pulls through once again. 

*Editor’s recommendation for a great Spring Term class; LDS Litera- 
ture with Eugene England. This course is not listed in the catalog. It will 
meet MWF from 2:00 to 3:50; section 1, Index No. 1889; fills Arts and 


_ Letters GE credit. School at-BYU without a. class from Gene England 
~ would be like going to Disneyland without riding Spare Mountain. Take 


sae 


the ride— you 'won’t be: sorry. 
- *Noveniber '79 Friends in the News Update: Two phonecalls from BYU 
siadlente have verified that Maury Kimball is on a mission in Sweden, 


‘where his father is mission president. One of our sources indicated that 


Maury's dance lessons were en productive—"if breakdancing counts," 
that is. 


UPB 


NOISE 


| Are You Musically Literate? 


ie, by Scott Lunt. 


Say: we're well into the 
nineties. Elvis is dead, 
disco fever is bangin’ on 


the back door, and Nirvana has gone 
triple-quadruple platinum. Some- 
how it doesn’t add up. The altema- 
tive is not so alternative, and the 
underground has surfaced. You’re 
confused. So am I. But if you take 
pleasure in being on the edge of 
new music, on top of new styles and 
new ideas, don’t give up hope. The 
alternative revolution is not over. 
Alternative music, in its true form, 
is still here—it’s just looking for a 
new name. 

The real trick is deciding which 
albums will win the honor of steal- 
ing away your next paycheck, how- 
ever pint-sized it may be. And it 
boils down to this: How do you 
know what’s good and what’s bad? 

First of all, let’s forget the “‘bad” 
category because it doesn’t exist; 
one person’s trash is another man’s 
gold. Which makes the “good” cat- 
egory about the same: relative. 

I suppose we could construct a 
system of rating instrumental abil- 
ity, lyrical content, and arrange- 
ments (using a timing light to clock 
Eddie Van Halen’s fingers, or gaug- 
ing crowd noise at a Grateful Dead 
show) and rate all bands—from U2 


to Paula Abdul—using the same 
scale. But that would take the art 
away from music and mutate its 
original purpose: to promote free 
thinking, break down barriers of 
conformity, and offer an alternative 
to the same old thing. Anything 
more would be overkill. In other 
words, whether or not I like fireHose 
and not Firehouse is irrelevant. 
So, in the name of free thinking, 
I've compiled a short list of sugges- 
tions on how to expand your musi- 
cal library and listening horizons. 


CAREFUL WITH THE FOR- 
WARD BUTTON 


The Compact. Disc is now an 
industry standard, but it has a couple 
disadvantages. It’s too easy to skip 
night to the familiar, popular singles, 
ignoring some of the best songs on 
the album. On the other hand, if you 
always listen to the album from the 
beginning you’ ll end up hearing the 
first five songs about a million times, 
while rarely hearing the last five 
since we don’t often have time to 
listen to the whole thing. Some- 
times the best songs are buried at 
the end of the album. Use the for- 
ward button to hear the songs you 
don’t usually hear and not the ones 
ee arog. know by heart. 


“KNOW THE LYRICS 


Pas. 


‘ j 
See ee Cee 
‘ 


Closet Pavorites 


(Music you secretly love but 
- won't admit to anyone.) 
“Though I loathe Top 40, and pop music grates my nerves to the § 


s point of dementia, I love the soundtrack to Flashdance. I was going " 
= through some really old tapes of mine and my roommate saw the tape ® _ 
g and I had to quickly make some excuses about it being one of the first » 
a & tapes I had ever bought, blah, blah, blah... But the truth is I could listen : 

sto all of the songs on the album a hundred times and never tire of them. 5 
5 = Why? I think I have a Jennifer Beals complex —just itching to come out = 


— Heidi Kunz, Aurora, CO, majoring in English 


® and dance like a “Maniac” for people walking through the BYU quad.” . 


If you have a “Closet Favorite,”, send it to Student Review, Attn: : 


5 Noise Editor, P.O. Box 7092, Provo, UT 84602. Include your name, 
. rank, serial number, why you like it, and why you can’t admit it. . 
a a 


How to 


Have a Good Time 
and Behave Yourself 


That's what my father would shout 
out to my sister as she was heading 
out the door on a date. She'd always 
holler back “Make up your mind!” 


Some hands-on experience with a 
new PC-compatible from AAA 
Computer Wholesalers is a lot less 
controversial than a similar activity 
with your date. And it might even 
| prove to be more interesting! 

“For a good time, call 377-4AAA. 


‘Computer Wholesalers: - 
»_ Old Provo.Library Plaza 
15 North 100 East, Suite 104 
Provo, UT 84606 
377-4AAA 


Visa, MasterCard, American Express, 
or purchase by monthly installments. 


- More than 10 years in the computer business - 


Lyrics are significant. They can 
contain the finest of poetry and the 
most poignant of diatribes. Or, they 
can be meaningless, schmaltzy crap. 
Read the lyrics. You may find your- 
self connecting to the song that al- 
ways turned your stomach. 


CLEAN OFF YOUR CAS- 
SETTE DECK 


In comes the CD and out goes 
the cassette, just like the eight-track, 
night? Wrong. Even though CDs 
are getting cheaper, they are still 
expensive to print. In fact, most 
new groups or artists will record on 
cassette long before they venture 
into the expensive CD world. So 
cassettes still hold some great tunes 
not available anywhere else. The 
same is true for old vinyl. Records 
are cheap and contain original re- 
cordings not available on CD. Don’t 
be so bent on new music that you 
ignore the past. Get in touch with 
rock’s muscial roots. 


TAKE A CHANCE 


Grit your teeth, cover your eyes, 
trust your instincts, use “The Force,” 
do whatever you need to do, but for 
heavens sake, JUST BUY IT! Yes. 
Buy that album that just looks cool, 
the one you think you'll like, the 


one you’ve heard about, or just read « 
about.-Pick it up, feel its vibes, let” 
the colors run onto your fingers, - 
then walk to the counter and pay for . 


it! You can always trade it in, right? 

Then let it grow on you. I hated 
many of my most enduring favor- 
ites the first time through. When- 
ever you encounter music you’ve 
never heard before, give it a chance. 


DON’T BE A RADIO-PO- 
TATO 


Don’t be spoon fed by the me- 
dia. Don’t bend with the trend. Don’t 
be afraid. Spin the dial, expenment, 
don’t limit yourself to one station, 
don’t even limit yourself to one 
genre. A little jazz can be good for 
the soul and some blues now and 
then is essential. The Salt Lake lis- 
tening area has more radio stations 
per person than any other major city 
in the U.S. (so says Nick Clooney). 


Lyric 


very strict.” 


: Spell” 


CHECK IT OUT 


Use the resources available — 
friends, magazines, used record 
stores. The local libraries usually 
have an excellent selection of CD’s, 
records, and tapes for your listening 
pleasure absolutely free (provided 
you don’t rack up the late fees and 
you can get a library card, which 
takes six forms of I.D., a major 
credit card, three locks of Iraqi camel 
hair, and a signed affidavit releas- 
ing custody of your first-bom). But, 
if you don’t have a library card, use 
a friend’s. 


DON'T WAIT, GO FIND IT 


Be active in finding unknown 
groups, styles and sounds, what- 
ever. If you’ve got a new favorite, 


look in the album credits, get the’ 


: “The ines of gravity are Very, 


— Billy Bragg, “She's Got A New 


Amerss 


producer’s name and write to the 
address on the label. Ask for lists of 
new artists, concert schedules, re- 
cent releases, free stuff (might as 
well), whatever. Since you’re go- 
ing out of your way, go out to the 
local shows! Go on down to 
Mama’s, or anywhere you can find 
live music, and support your local 
musicians. A lot of great artists play 
right here in Provo. Buy their al- 
bums so they’ll have money to make 
another one. 

Overall, keep an open mind and 
avoid conformity. Ignore the labels 
that try to separate music into dis- 
tinct piles. True artists don’t make 
music to be labeled, or to make 
money, they make music to en- 
hance their (and your) soul. Partici- 
pate. Dig out that old Doobie Broth- 
ers album, put it next to the Spin 
Doctors, and make some NOISE! 


Any Bicycle Accessory or Part 


(Offer good only with ad. Expires April 1, 1993 
Price reduction from suggested retail.) 


OREM SCHWINN 


Worth the 10 Minute drive for the Savings. 


190 N. State, Orem ¢ 225-0280 
(2 Miles North of University Mall) 


$..B . Moved To A New Location « 


Pye 


a 
Ev 


The Best 1/3 Lb. 
Hamburger In Town! 
¢ New Grill & Fryer For 


Grilled Sandwiches & Fries 


e Our Famous Homemade 
Soups 


© And We Still. Have "Old Favorites!" 


-© Try Our Already Famous Steaks and Nightly Ice Cream inci, 


-@ Hours: 11: 00 a.m. - 10:00 p.m. Mon - Sat 373-9811 


281 North University Ave. 


Totally Remodeled ¢ Clean ¢ New « Bright! 


~~ 
—=_ 

——- 
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CAMPUS LIFE 


Maeser Hill Unveiled 


by Jennifer 


Rigo 
trange things have been hap- 
S pening on Maeser Hill. I’d 
pass by at night and hear 
voices amidst the rustling leaves. 
The voices would be rather mascu- 
line: rich tenors, deep basses, and 
baritones. Rumor has it that Maeser 
Hill is the site of a nocturnal male 
paradise, a place where men can 
bask in the approval of their peers 
and regress to the good ‘ol days 
when all girls had cooties. My curi- 
osity piqued, I decided to venture 
into the unknown to see what no 
female has ever seen—secret meet- 
ings and strange male bonding ritu- 
als. 

In order to be inconspicuous, I 
dressed as male as I could. My hair 
wasn’t a problem. It was the envy of 
most males, actually: straight, chin- 
length hair. My only problem would 
be my anatomical female charac- 
teristics. That was easily remedied 
by wearing a big sweatshirt and 
hunching my shoulders. I was fine 
except for coming off as a trifle 
effeminate. 

I arrived at Maeser Hill at about 
2:00 am. It was devoid of people at 
first. Then, from the shadows, a 
man appeared with a bottle of 
caffeinated Coke in his hand. He 
saw me, winked, and opened the 


bottle. All of the sudden, I saw all 
manner of men, old and young, 
single and married, freshmen and 
R.M.’s. I saw men that I knew — 
yes, even my roommate’s boyfriend 
(who was “in Salt Lake attending a 
missionary reunion’). The men were 
heading in all directions, so I de- 
cided to follow those in various 
stages of undress (which may ex- 
plain the frequent counts of inde- 
cent exposure along Maeser Hill in 
the wee hours of the morning). 
Whooping along, they ran down the 
steps behind the JSB. I heard more 
shouts and ...splashing? When I 
arrived, guys were jumping off the 
steps and into the Botany Pond, 
despite the sub-zero temperatures, 
while their comrades cheered them 
on. As they were helped out of the 
water, they were tossed freshly 
chilled caffeinated Coke from the 
cooler. Strangely enough, it started 
snowing. 

They saw me and urged me to 
strip and join them. I told them I was 
allergic to the Botany Pond. They 
continued with their hi-jinks as I 
moved on. 

On the path by the RB, in the 
creek, guys were water rafting as 
others bungeed off the trees. Those 
not joining in the festivities were by 
the coolers, drinking. 

I heard more laughter and voices 
that sounded awfully familiar, and 


A. Grab a friend and run down 
to the ROCK GARDEN. 

B. Put on a fun red harness. 

C. Tie into the nearest rope. 

D. Climb untill you are tired. 


E. 


rience sudden realization 


"Hey this is fun, it's safe, 
there are a lot of beginners 
like me, and I can still climb 
even if it is snowing 


outside.” 


F. Buy a month pass... 

G. Marvel at the fun 
you will have. 

H. Tell a close friend 
and repeat process. 


DAY PASS: Now $3 before 3 pm 
Mon-Fri only. 
OPEN: Mon - Fri noon - 0 pm 
Sat 10 am - midnight. 


FRockK 


2ZS FREEDOM BIVD 
PROVO 
3752388 
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what sounded oddly like hoof 
stompings. Imagine my chagrin 
when I discovered my fellow SR 
writers chilling with the Repentance 
Camel, who had just finished giv- 
ing camelback rides. They, too, 
were part of these secret combina- 
tions. Quickly, I tumed away so as 
not to blow my cover. Yes, the 
Repentance Camel was taking it 
easy, reclining on a lawn chair with 
a can of Coke in his hoof. I stood 
there in shock, not wanting to be- 
lieve that these paragons of repen- 
tance and writing, my mentors, were 
part of these secret combinations. 
Could it be that after losing the 
BYUSA elections, the Repentance 
Camel had lost his will to serve? 
And had he dragged the male Cam- 
pus Life staffers down with him? 

I guess my presence became 
rather obvious because all of the 
sudden the Repentance Camel, re- 
membering who he was, threw down 
his Coke can, stood up, looked me 
in the eye and said, “Repent!” This 
message sent the SR writers into 
hysterics. Guilt wracked my con- 
science. I knew that he knew and I 
could not lie. I was about to ‘fess up 
when the Repentance Camel took 
off, preaching repentance to the 
skinny-dippers. 

I breathed a sigh of relief as I 
continued on my-investigation: By 
the trees, there were guys experi- 
menting with a razor.' Those bored 
by. the other activities congregated. 
here to. discuss ‘shaving, and: hair- 
cutting techniques., Some had their 
heads shaved while those more dar- 


ing shaved their legs and eyebrows. 
They called to me, wanting to get 
their hands (and razors) on my hair. 
I declined, saying that I wanted to 
grow it out to ponytail length. They 
all nodded with understanding, 
while a few already-shormm sheep 
eyed my mane enviously. 

Others played mud football, 
some kamikaze biked down the 
steps, and others held go-cart races 
* the pedestrian and bicycle lanes. 


tyra) Ao tere 


shot contest. As I wandered around, 

I ‘began ‘to feel’ lost and ieft” out. * 
Truly, this was-a place for men.~ ~~ 
- As mysteriously as it had started, 


Top Twenty 


1. nepotism 2. Jan Brady 3. stick ball 
4. flipping people off 5. carrot cake 6. 
March Madness 7. 


ichtheology 8. 


cyber sex 9. metal lunch boxes 10. 


intercom systems 
Discovery channel 
ange juice 


pillars 


486VL Systems 
with VESA Local Bus 


(up to 25 times faster graphics) 
All 486VL systems include: 
128KB cache, 4MB memory, 130MB 
hard disk, 5.25" and 3.5" floppy drives, 
mouse, 101-key enhanced keyboard, 
14" SVGA .28 non-interlaced color 
monitor, 32-bit graphics accelerator 
board, DOS 5.0, Windows 3.1. One 
year warranty on all parts and labor. 

486DX-33VL ......... $1,750 


$1,875 


Computer Wholesalers ' 
Old Provo Library Plaza 
15 North 100 East, Suite 104 
Provo, UT 84606 


377-4AAA 


Visa, MasterCard, American Express, 
or purchase by monthly installments. 


- More than 10 years in the computer business - 


11. old friends 
13. premium or- 


14. horn-rimmed glasses 
15. merit badges 16. Shonen Knife 17. 
fat crayons 18. hash browns 19. Ionic 
20. spring thunderstorms 


ter. The message read, “Repent!” 


12. 


the bizarre revival ended with the 
dawn’s early light. The men re- 
treated into the shadows and disap- 
peared. All that remained, rattling 
in the wind, was an empty Coke 
can. 

The following day I noticed 
many of my friends with shaved 
heads. I commented on men’s ob- 
session with hair and slyly jested at 
the possibility of a secret male bond- 
ing club. Nervously, they all laughed 
as they ‘departed. ‘Tardiness. to a 
“class was their excuse’) 5. | 

~ Later that day, I ‘received.a let 


® 


g rides, “I Sur- 


nightmares, Marsha Brady, 
speedbumps, Almond M&Ms, 
vived the Marriot Center 


being flipped off, dates, 
Ordeal” t-shirts, Cher 


Bottom Ten 
mud, mooc 


Eavesdroppings 


MSRB, March 1, 11:49 a.m. 


Woman 1: 
Woman 2: 
Woman 1: 
Woman 2: 


“Tampa.” 
“Tampa, Arizona?” 
“Florida.” 


“Now, where are you from?” 


Driving down State Street, Salt Lake City, February 22, 9:30 p.m. 


tattoo.” 


RB sinen’s docket room, 1 February 27, 10:0 Asati, ey) 7 


Woman to man: “If we go far pee T’ll show you where I got my 


Man in his thirties: ““What’s wrong with these women? ee them! 
twice and ask them to pene me and, cits Say no. yer won't ope 


' | rational?” 


Mama’s Cafe, February.23, 10:35 a.m. 
Cashier: “Have you heard about the Benefit for Bosnia?” 


Woman: “What’s a Bosnia?’ 


NOROTHAWMKDDOA Addtnwas OCOO~wA NSM 


SAHOS) 20occtos 


‘ 


“Mr. President, Your Shuttle Is 
Waiting.” 


I’m not really sure what I want to be when I grow up. 
Come to think of it, P m not sure that I even want to grow up. 
However, there may be a day when I will have to leave this 
hallowed institution I call home (sort of) and actually get a 
job. When that day finally comes, I will use one question to 
narrow down my many job offers (I figure the recession 
should be long over by the time I leave): Will taking this job 
mean that I’m really important? P ve come to the conclusion 
that being important is a very good thing. This has long been 
my opinion. In fact, an actual psychological study done on me 
while I was in the second grade (it carried some lame title like 
Matthew: Why He Keeps Looking Out the Window Instead of 
Paying Attention in Class) claimed that, when asked what job 
I wanted when I grew up, I said, “I don’t care, as long as I have 
a secretary.” No, I didn’t make that up. This attitude was 
recently brought to the surface by, of all things, the McDonald 


1 Health Center Shuttle. 


About two weeks ago, I got a weird sensation that felt 
something like honey being blown through my ear with a 
straw. I waited a few days for the feeling to go away and, as 
a precaution, checked my ear for straws and honey. The 


search turned up negative and J determined to let my dear 
. friends. at the McDonald Health Center have a look at it. 


(Medical Tip O’ The Day: Always say nice things about 


- doctors. You-can’t.even imagine all the nasty, things they 
_could do to-you if you’ ve ticked. them off.) I dropped by the 


Center after class that day and spoke to a wonderful appoint- 
ment secretary (don’t mess with their staff, either) who told 
me that the only time I could see a doctor was at 9:00 a.m. 
While that may not seem like. any big deal to you Ben- 
Franklin-worshipping “morning people,” I was scarcely aware 
that 9:00 a.m. even existed on any day other than Sunday. I 
made a mental note of the appointment and tried to get to bed 
before 3:00 a.m. 

At 8:00 a.m. the next morning, my phone rang. I staggered 
towards it and cleared my throat in an futile attempt to 
disguise my Night of the Living Dead morning voice. When 


- I finally picked up the phone, I was surprised to hear the voice 


of the wonderful appointment secretary I had spoken to the 
previous day. “Matthew? We’re calling to confirm your 
appointment for nine this morning,” she said. I told her I fully 
planned on keeping the appointment, and marveled to myself 
that the McDonald Health Center had just given me a wake- 
up call. The best was yet to come. “Would you like the Shuttle 
to pick you up?” she asked. The Shuttle?! Wow! Being one 
of six people at BYU over the age of 21 without a car, I 
understand the value of a free ride, anywhere, anytime. I told 
her the shuttle thing sounded like a good idea. She said it 
would be by to get me at 8:45 a.m. I glanced at my clock-radio 
and (using the advanced learning I gained last week in Math 
110) figured that I could get another thirty minutes’ sleep 
before my appointment. I set my alarm for 8:30 a.m. and 
drifted back into a dream depicting the dismemberment of 
one of my Communications professors. 

While I’m quite confident my alarm did go off at 8:30, I 
still didn’t hear it. At 8:50, my phone rang again. It was the 
appointment lady again! “Matthew? Your shuttle is waiting 
outside.” At that very moment, I felt like the head of a big 
corporation, the President of the United States, or perhaps the 


"leader of some powerful Mafia family. It was great! I threw 


some shoes on and bolted out the front door. Sure enough, 


there was my Shuttle. Upon boarding the Shuttle, I began to | 
- make small talk with the driver. I figured I wasn’t such a big 
:shot that I-couldn’t speak to “the: common people.” We talked 
- about the accidents “‘Saferide” had last semester.. The-driver | 


claimed that he wasn’t responsible for any of them, but 
confessed that the previous week he was in an accident 


involving a Health Center Shuttle van and a car wash. I | 


understand that the driver was not cited and the car wash was 
considered the responsible party. (Don’t take your chances * 


See "Impressive" p.7 


The Most Correct 


Commercialization on the 
Earth Today 


by Anne Couch 


fter an overwhelmingly 
positive response to the / 
Spy a Nephite book se- 


nies, Student Review’s panel of mass- 
merchandisers has come up with 
even more new and creative ways to 
“flood the earth.” Look for the fol- 
lowing items coming soon to a store 


_ near you. 


Nephite and Lamanite Action 
Figure Playsets: Like the Star Wars 
figures of the late 70s, these three- 
inch replicas of your favorite Book 
of Mormon good guys and bad guys 
let you re-enact all your favorite 
stories, from Laman and Lemuel 
smiting Nephi in the wildemess to 
Moroni hiding the gold plates. A 
Laban figure features pop-off head; 
some Lamanites have removable 
arms. Each sold separately. Swords 
and scimitars not included. 


Book of Mormon Breakfast Ce- 
real: Nutritious frosted oat cereal 
shaped like the Angel Moroni, with 
colorful. marshmallow. Liahonas. 
“Name the Prophets” game on back 
of: box for breakfast fun. Collect. 


box tops'and send away for person-: 
alizéd Articles of Faith cards, just 


like real missionaries carry. Free 
inside—a Secret Combination De- 
coder Ring! 


My Nephite Missionary Com- 
panion Doll: Wherever you go, he 
goes. Just imagine: the constant 
companionship of Alma himself, 
his faithful friend Amulek, Ammon, 
or the sons of Mosiah. Doll includes 
both traditional Nephite costume 
and moder Mr. Mac suit and name 
badge. 


Child’s Bedroom Set: What little 
Sunbeam, Star, or CTR wouldn’t 
love to slumber under a cozy Book 
of Mormon comforter and sheet set? 
Patterns depict various exciting and 
legendary Nephite characters and 
battles. Comes in twin and full sizes. 


For that added decorative touch, try 


matching curtains, lampshade, 
nightlight, and alarm clock that plays 
“Called to Serve.” 


“Stripling Warrior” Workout 
Set: Complete fimess program for 
young boys and girls who want to 
become as invincible as the armies 
of Helaman. Includes aerobics/ma- 
ternal inspirational thought video, 
wrist weights, and brass headplate. 
(Not recommended for children 
under three.) 


“You're in the Judgement Seat” 


_Game: For older age groups. Dra- 
‘matic video portrays fictional con- 


troversial events.in the lives of fic- 
tional Nephite.and Lamanites. The 


fun begins when you try to decide 


how you would call the court case 
based on Nephite law. Names have 
been changed to protect the inno- 
cent. : 


teenie ele Eee mre) 


“I’m a Nephite Spy” Playset: A 
new twist on the old favorite private 
eye kit, this set gives you every- 
thing you need to infiltrate the camps 
of hostile enemy Lamanites. Kit 
includes play knife, bow and arrow, 
magnifying glass, strong wine, fin- 
gerpninting kit, and various stealthy 
disguises. 


“Tree of Life” Board Game: 
Contestants roll dice, spin a spin- 
ner, and draw “Mists of Darkness” 
cards in this fast-paced game to 
progress along the straight and nar- 
row path. The first player to reach 
the Tree of Life wins. Three-di- 
mensional great and spacious build- 
ing with real electric lights and pre- 
recorded tauntings adds new drama 
to the traditional board game (some 
assembly required). Great fun for 
Monmon families of four to twelve 
players. 


Authentic Book of Mormon 
Chess Set: Reminiscent of the un- 


i 


oe 8 me ee eee es 


GET YoUR. Gwin 


NEPEI ACTION 


ABSOLUIELY FREE | 


paralleled glory of ancient Nephite 
battles, this fine, hand-crafted chess 
set is much more than a game. It is 
sure to become a priceless family 
heirloom. Legendary Book of Mor- 
mon heroes are beautifully immor- 
talized in genuine brass (the Nephite 
metal of choice) and are of curious 
workmanship. Perfect for the chess 
lover or the ancient American his- 
tory buff, this valuable set can be 
yours now in just twelve easy 
monthly installments. Send check 
or money order. No credit cards or 
COD: 


Our  brain-storming 
commitee rejected plans for an Iron 
Rods Building Set, a “Little Jezebel” 
cosmetics and jewelry line for girls 
(including play nose jewels and 
crisping pins), the “Sons of Lehi/ 
Daughters of Ishmael Love Con- 
nection” game, and a board game 
entitled “Overthrow the Chief 
Judge.” 

Copynghts are pending on 
all of these products. Don’t even 
think of imitating them. ® 
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ARTS & LEISURE 


The Clan of One-Breasted Women 


by Terry Tempest 
Williams 


The following is the epilogue of 
Terry Tempest Williams’s book Ref- 
uge. Student Review thanks the au- 
thor for her gracious permission to 
reprint this work. 


Women. My mother, my grand 

mothers, and six aunts have all 
had mastectomies. Seven are dead. 
The two who survive have just com- 
pleted rounds of chemotherapy and 
radiation. 

I’ve had my own problems: two 
biopsies for breast cancer and a small 
tumor between my ribs diagnosed as 
a “borderline malignancy.” 

This is my family history. 

Most statistics tell us breast can- 
cer is genetic, hereditary, with rising 
percentages attached to fatty diets, 
childlessness, or becoming pregnant 
after thirty. What they don’t say is 
living in Utah may be the greatest 
hazard of all. 

We are a Mormon family with 
roots in Utah since 1847. The “word 
of wisdom” in my family aligned us 
with good foods—no coffee, no tea, 
tobacco, or alcohol. For the most 
part, our women were finished hav- 
ing their babies by the time they were 
thirty. And only one faced breast 
cancer prior to 1960. Traditionally, 
as a group of people, Mormons have 
a low rate of cancer. 

Is our family a cultural anomaly? 
The truth is, we didn’t think about it. 
Those who did, usually the men, sim- 
ply said, “bad genes.” The women’s 
attitude was stoic. Cancer was part of 
life. On February 16, 1971, the eve of 
my mother’s surgery, I accidentally 
picked up the telephone and over- 
heard her ask my grandmother what 
she could expect. 

“Diane, it is one of the most spiri- 
tual experiences you will ever en- 
counter.” 

I quietly put down the receiver. 

Two days later, my father took 
my brothers and me to the hospital to 
visit her. She met us in the lobby in a 
wheelchair. No bandages were vis- 
ible. I’ll never forget her radiance, 
the way she held herself in a purple 
velvet robe, and how she gathered us 


I belong to a Clan of One-Breasted 


be wee eee ee 
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around her. 

“Children, I am fine. I want you to 
know I felt the arms of God around 
me.” 

We believed her. My father cried. 
Our mother, his wife, was thirty-eight 
years old. 

A little over a year after Mother’s 
death, Dad and I were having dinner 
together. He had just returned from 
St. George, where the Tempest Com- 
pany was completing the gas lines 
that would service southem Utah. He 
spoke of his love for the country, the 
sandstoned landscape, bare-boned 
and beautiful. He had just finished 
hiking the Kolob trail in Zion Na- 
tional Park. We got caught up in 
reminiscing, recalling with fondness 
our walk up Angel’s Landing on his 
fiftieth birthday and the years our 
family had vacationed there. 

Over dessert, I shared a recurring 
dream of mine. I told my father that 
for years, as long as I could remem- 
ber, I saw this flash of light in the 
night in the desert— that this image 
had so permeated my being that I 
could not venture south without see- 
ing it again, on the horizon, illumi- 
nating buttes and mesas. 

“Y ou did see it,” he said. 

“Saw what?” 

“The bomb. The cloud. We were 
driving home from Riverside, Cali- 
fornia. You were sitting on Diane’s 
lap. She was pregnant. In fact, I re- 
member the day, September 7, 1957. 
We had just gotten out of the Service. 
We were driving north, past Las Ve- 
gas. It was an hour or so before dawn, 

when this explosion went off. We not 
only heard it, but felt it. 1 thought the 
oil tanker in front of us had blown up. 
We pulled over and suddenly, rising 
from the desert floor, we saw it, 
clearly, this golden-stemmed cloud, 
the mushroom. The sky seemed to 
vibrate with an eerie pink glow. 
Within a few minutes, a light ash was 
raining on the car.” 

I stared at my father. 

“T thought you knew that,” he 
said. “It was a common occurrence in 
the fifties.” 

It was at this moment that I real- 


"ized the deceit I had been living un- 


der. Children growing up in the 


‘American Southwest, drinking con- 


taminated milk from contaminated 
cows, even from the contaminated 
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breasts of their mothers, my mother—. 
members, years later, of the Clan of 
One-Breasted Women. 

It is a well-known story in the 
Desert West, “The Day We Bombed 
Utah,” or more accurately, the year 
we bombed Utah: above ground 
atomic testing in Nevada took place 
from January 27, 1951 through July 
11, 1962. Not only were the winds 
blowing north covering “‘low-use seg- 
ments of the population” with fallout 
and leaving 
sheep dead in 
their tracks, 
but the cli- 
mate was 
right.- The 
United 
States of the 
1950s was 
red, white, 
and blue. 
The Korean 
War was rag- 
Gee py 
McCarthyism 
was rampant. 
Ike was it, 
and the cold 
war was hot. 
If you were 
against 
nuclear test- 
ing, youm® 
were for a 
communist 
regime. 

Much has 
been written 
about this 
“American E 
nuclear trag- 
edy.” Public health was secondary to 
national security. The Atomic En- 
ergy Commissioner, Thomas Murray, 
said, “Gentlemen, we must not let 
anything interfere with this series of 
tests, nothing.” 

Again and again, the American 
public was told by its government, in 
spite of burns, blisters, and nausea, 
“Tt has been found that the tests may 
be conducted with adequate assur- 
ance of safety under conditions pre- 
vailing at the bombing reservations.” 
Assuaging public fears was simply a 
matter of public relations. “Y our best 
action,” an Atomic Energy Commis- 
sion booklet read, “is not to be wor- 
ried about fallout.” A news release 
typical of the times stated, “We find 
no basis for concluding that harm to 
any individual has resulted from ra- 
dioactive fallout.” 
~ On August 30, 1979, during 
Jimmy Carter’s presidency, a suit 
was filed, Jrene Allen v. The United 
States of America. Mrs. Allen’s case 
was the first on an alphabetical list of 
twenty-four test cases, representa- 
tive of nearly twelve hundred plain- 
tiffs seeking compensation from the 
United States government for can- 
cers caused by nuclear testing in Ne- 
vada. 

Irene Allen lived in Hurricane, 
Utah. She was the mother of five 
children and had been widowed twice. - 
Her first husband, with their two old- 


-est boys, had watched the tests from 


the roof of the local high school. He 
died of leukemia in 1956. Her second 
husband died of pancreatic cancer in 
1978. 

In a town meeting conducted by 


Utah Senator Orrin Hatch, shortly 
before the suit was filed, Mrs. Allen 
said, “I am not blaming the govern- 
ment, I want you to know that, Sena- 
tor Hatch. But I thought if my testi- 
mony could help in any way so this 
wouldn’t happen again to any of the 
generations coming up after us...I 
am happy to be here this day to bear 
testimony of this.” 

God-fearing people. This is just 
one story in an anthology of thou- 


sands. , 

On May 10, 1984, Judge Bruce S. 
Jenkins handed down his opinion. 
Ten of the plaintiffs were awarded 
damages. It was the first time a fed- 
eral court had determined that nuclear 
tests had been the cause of cancers. 
For the remaining fourteen test cases, 
the proof of causation was not suffi- 
cient. In spite of the split decision, it 
was considered a landmark ruling. It 
was not to remain so for long. 

In April 1987, the Tenth Circuit 

Court of Appeals overturned Judge 
Jenkins’s ruling on the ground that 
the United States was protected from 
suit by the legal doctrine of sovereign 
immunity, a centuries-old idea from 
England in the days of absolute mon- 
BECHS seins sates ac. 
In January 1988, the Supreme 
Court refused to review the Appeals 
Court decision. To our court system, 
it does not matter whether the United 
States government was irresponsible, 
whether it lied to its citizens, or even 
that citizens died from the fallout of 
nuclear testing. What matters is that 
our government is immune: ‘The 
King can do no wrong.” 

In Mormon culture, authority is 
respected, obedience is revered, and 
independent thinking is not. I was 


Jaught asa young girl not to “make 
“waves” or “rock the boat.” -. 


“Just let it go,” Mother would say. 


x “You know how you feel, that’s what 


counts.” 

For many years, I have done just 
that—listened, observed, and quietly 
formed my own opinions, in a culture 
that rarely asks questions because it 
has all the answers. But one by one, I 


have watched the women in my fam- 
ily die common, heroic deaths. We 
sat in waiting rooms hoping for good 
news, but always receiving the bad. I 
cared for them, bathed their scarred 
bodies, and kept their secrets. I 
watched beautiful women become 
bald as Cytoxan, cisplatin, and 
Adriamycin were injected into their 
veins. I held their foreheads as they 
vomited green-black bile, and I shot 
them with morphine when the pain 
became in- 
human. In 
the end, I 
witnessed 
their last 
peaceful 
breaths, be- 
coming a 
midwife to 
the rebirth 
of their 
souls. 

iPechece 
price of obe- 
dience has 
become too 
high. 

The fear 
and inabil- 
ity to ques- 
tion author- 
ity that ulti- 
mately 
killed rural 
communi- 
ties in Utah 
during at- 
mospheric 
testing of 
atomic 
weapons is 
the same fear I saw in my mother’s 
body. Sheep. Dead sheep. The evi- 
dence is buried. 

I cannot prove that my mother, 
Diane Dixon Tempest, or my grand- 
mothers, Lettie Romney Dixon and 
Kathryn Blackett Tempest, along with 


‘my aunts developed cancer from 
‘nuclear fallout in Utah. But I can’t 


prove they didn’t. 

My father’s memory was correct. 
The September blast we drove 
through in 1957 was part of Opera- 
tion Plumbbob, one of the most in- 
tensive series of bomb tests to be 
initiated. The flash of light in the 
night in the desert, which I had al- 
ways though was a dream, developed 
into a family nightmare. It took four- 
teen years, from 1957 to 1971, for 
cancer to manifest in my mother— 
the same time, Howard L. Andrews, 
an authority in radioactive fallout at 
the National Institutes of Health, says 
radiation cancer requires to become 
evident. The more I learn about what 
it means to be a “downwinder,” the 
more questions I drown in. 

What I do know, however, is that 
as a Mormon woman of the fifth 
generation of Latter-Day Saints, I 
must question everything, even if it 
means losing my faith, even if it 
means becoming a member of a bor- 


_ der tribe among my own people. Tol- 


erating blind obedience in the name 
of patriotism or religion ultimately 
takes our lives. 

- When the Atomic Energy Com- 
mission described the country north 
of the Nevada Test Site as “virtually 
uninhabited desert terrain,’ my fam- 
ily and the birds at Great Salt Lake 


were some ‘of the “virtual 
uninhabitants.” 

KKK 

One night, I dreamed women from 


all over the world circled a blazing 
fire in the desert. They spoke of 
change, how they hold the moon in 
their bellies and wax and wane with 
its phases. They mocked the pre- 
sumption of even-tempered beings 
and made promises that they would 
never fear the witch inside them- 
selves. The women danced wildly as 
sparks broke away from the flames 
and entered the night sky as stars. 
And they sang a song given to 
them by Shoshone grandmothers: 


Ah ne nah, nah 
Consider the rabbits 
nin nah nah— 
How gently they walk on the earth 
Ah ne nah, nah 
Consider the rabbits 
nin nah nah— 
How gently they walk on the earth 
Nyaga mutzi 
We remember them 
oh ney nay— 
We.can walk gently also— 
Nyaga mutzi 
We remember them 
oh ney nay— 
We can walk gently also— 


“The women danced and drummed ---" 
and sang for weéks; preparing them- <<: 


selves for what was to come. They 
would reclaim the desert for the sake 
of their children, for the sake of the 
land. 

A few miles downwind from the 
fire circle, bombs were being tested. 
Rabbits felt the tremors. Their soft 
leather pads on paws and feet recog- 
nized the shaking sands, while the 
roots of mesquite and sage were smol- 
dering. Rocks were hot from the in- 
side out and dust devils hummed un- 
naturally. And each time there was 
another nuclear test, ravens watched 
the desert heave. Stretch marks ap- 
peared. The land was losing its 
muscle, 

The women couldn’t bear it any 
longer. They were mothers. They had 
suffered labor pains but always under 
the promise of birth. The red hot 
pains beneath the desert promised 
death only, as each bomb became.a 
stillborn. A contract had been made 
and broken between human beings 
and the land. A new contract was 
being drawn by the women, who un- 
derstood the fate of the earth as their 
own. 

Under the cover of darkness, ten 
women slipped under a barbed-wire 
fence and entered the contaminated 
country. They were trespassing. They 
walked towards the town of Mer- 
cury, in moonlight, taking their cues 
from coyote, kit fox, antelope squir- 
tel, and quail. They moved quietly 
and deliberately through the maze of 
Joshua trees. When a hint of daylight 


© appeared they rested, drinking tea 
: and sharing their rations of food. The 


women closed their eyes. The time 
had come to protest with the heart, 
that to deny one’s genealogy with the 


: €arth was to commit treason against 


one’s soul. 
At dawn, the women draped them- 


‘selves in mylar, wrapping long 


used to generate all the sound effects for the TV series 
Lost in Space. That alone was worth the price of admis- 
sion. 

After my appointment, they radioed my driver and I 
was promptly driven home. But not before I was led to 
believe that I was, perhaps, the most important student 
ever to attend BYU. 

My delusions of grandeur began to fade after I real- 
ized, upon asking, that the Health Center Shuttle wouldn’t 
take me to the HFAC, Smith’s, or Salt Lake City. That 
pretty much leaves me back where I started—a normal 

_ student who is always bumming nides off his roommates. 
So if any of you know of any jobs where I can be 
extremely important, have a driver, and get all sorts of 
perks, let me know. I’m beginning to have a strange 
feeling in my spleen. @ 


-. ."Impressive" from p. 5 


with shuttle drivers, either.) I buckled my seatbelt and 
enjoyed the rest of the ride. 

The Shuttle dropped me off at the Health Center and 
the driver said he could be contacted by 2-way radio when 
I was through with my appointment. By this point, I was 
half expecting several dozen women to begin throwing 
rose petals on the sidewalk as I approached the front 
doors. (I’ve been watching /ots of James Bond movies 
lately.) 

The appointment with the delightful doctors of the 
McDonald Center was a lovely experience, despite the 
fact that none of them ever figured out what was wrong 
with my ear. One wonderful physician even stuck an 
amusing object in my ear that resembled a fat mechanical 
pencil and-apparently was, at one time, . 


streamers of silver plastic around their 
arms to blow in the breeze. They 
wore clear masks, that became the 
faces of humanity. And when they 
arrived at the edge of Mercury, they 
carried all the butterflies of a summer 
day in their wombs. They paused to 
allow their courage to settle. 

The town that forbids pregnant 
women and children to enter because 
of radiation risks was asleep. The 
women nioved through the streets as 
winged messengers, twirling around 


each other in slow motion, peeking 
inside homes and watching the easy 
sleep of men and women. They were 
astonished by such stillness and pen- 
odically would utter a shrill note or 
low cry just to verify life. 

The residents finally awoke to 
these strange apparitions. Some sim- 
ply stared. Others called authorities, 
and in time, the women were appre- 
hended by wary soldiers dressed in 
desert fatigues. They were taken toa 
white, square building on the other 
edge of Mercury. When asked who 
they were and why they were there, 
the women replied, “We are mothers 
and we have come to reclaim the 
desert for our children.” 

The soldiers arrested them. As the 
ten women were blind-folded and 
handcuffed, they began singing: 


-. You.can’t forbid us everything 


You'can’t forbid our tears to flow 
And you can’t stop the songs that 
we sing. 


The women continued to sing 
louder and louder, until they heard 
the voices of their sisters moving 


sternly. 

“Weapons,” I replied. 

Our eyes met. I smiled. She pulled 
the leg of my trousers back over my 
boot. 

“Step forward, please,” 
as she took my arm. 

We were booked under an after- 
noon sun and bused to Tonopah, 
Nevada. It was a two-hour ride. This 
was familiar country. The Joshua trees 
standing their ground had been named 
by my ancestors, who believed they 
looked like prophets pointing west to 
the Promised Land. These were the 
same trees that bloomed each spring, 
flowers appearing like white flames 
in the Mojave. And I recalled a full 
moon in May, when Mother and I had 
walked among them, flushing out 


she said 


: mourning doves and owls. 
‘You can’t forbid us to:think= =": = 
"We were released. 


-The bus-stopped ‘short of town: 


The officials thought it was a cruel 
joke to leave us stranded in the desert 
with no way to get home. What they 
didn’t realize was that we were home, 
soul-centered and strong, women who 
recognized the sweet smell of sage as 


across the mesa: 


= 


fuel for our spirits. A) 


Nyaga mutzi 
oh ne nay — 
Nyaga mutzi 
oh ne nay— 


_ “Call for reinforce- 
ments,” one soldier said. 

“We have,” interrupted 
one women, “we have— 
and you have no idea of our 
numbers.” 


Compare The Princeton Review to Kaplan 


ORK 
Class Size 10-15 students — Up to 40 students 
I crossed the line at the grouped by shared who happen to 
Nevada Test Site and was strengths and show up at the 
arrested with nine other egaknessca we 
Utahns for trespassing on Extra Help Shae cute telp Audio tapes 
eA : . workshops wit 
military lands. They are sll real teachers 
conducting nuclear tests in 7 
aoe was an act Pa Diagnostic Four tests; Computer 2 tests 
pots . Ours \ ae Tests analyzed to pinpoint 
of civil disobedience. But RR students’ strengths and 
as I walked toward the town [R weaknesses 
of Mercury, it was more Results LSAT — 10 points Uninowre 
than a gesture of peace. It GMAT — 85 points Kaplan won't 
was a gesture on behalf of eyes : 6 oo submit to an 
the Clan of One-Breasted Segapaints ingepe needs Tuty. 


Women. 

As one officer cinched 
the handcuffs around my 
wrists, another frisked my 
body. She found a pen and 
a pad of paper tucked in- | 
side my left boot. i 

“And these?” she asked | 


THE 
PRINCETON 
REVIEW 


T Ie Princeton Review ty not affiliated with the Educational Testing Service-or Princeton University. 
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Answers to Some Commonly Asked Questions _ 


* 


is 


* 
CP te ge Urey 


about the Nevada Desert Experience = ~~ 


at is the Nevada Desert 
Experience? 
The Nevada Desert Expe- 


Saints living along the Wasatch front 
in Utah and in downwind commu- 
nities in Southern Utah. We are 


NDE Mormon weekend. Represen- 
tatives of Nevada Desert Experi- 
ence have opened their hearts to us, 


interspersed with “songs of the 
movement”), and plenty of time for 
getting to know one another— 


gether on the significance of what 
we have experienced personally: 
on the one hand, horror at our 


rience (NDE) is a faith-based or- 
ganization that is working to end 
nuclear weapons testing at the Ne- 
vada test site. Over the past de- 
cade, NDE has welcomed peace- 
making groups from across the 
religious spectrum-including 
Catholics, Methodists, Episcopa- 
lians, Quakers, Jews, and Bud- 
dhists—who have come as people 
of faith to protest nuclear weapons 
testing. While many Mormons 
have participated individually in 
Nevada Desert Experience actions 
in past years, the activities planned 
for March 1993 will be the first 
NDE action that is expressly Mor- 
mon. 


Who will be there? 

We anticipate a large turnout 
of Latter-day Saints committed to 
ending the testing of nuclear weap- 
ons at the Nevada test site. We also 
welcome the participation of 
people other than Mormons who 
wish to join with us in our nonvio- 
lent protest of nuclear weapons 
testing. We hope that Mormons 
and friends from most states of the 
Southwest will be there. 

We are firmly committed to a 
code of nonviolence; our actions 
will reflect gentleness, honesty, 
and love of our fellow beings. We 
ask that individuals join with us 
only if they share this commit- 
ment to nonviolent action. 


Who is organizing the NDE 


Mormon weekend? 
The organizing committee is 
composed primarily of Latter-day 


working hard to involve Latter-day 
Saints from other Western states in 
planning and organizing the 1993 


Typical Date BEFORE 
"Tomorrow's Friends" 


Name: Brut KiUlpactric 

Age: Unknown 

Interest: Survival 

Favorite Music: Theme from Rocky, 
Favorite Food: Raw Meat 

Favorite Date: I'd like to kill a six pack 
and then clean my oozy before 
attempting night maneuvers 

with my babe. 


Typical Date AFTER 
"Tomorrow’s Friends" 


Name: luke Warner 

Age: 24 

Interest: Reading, Old movies, 
Racquet ball, & YOU. 

Favorite Music: A lot like yours 
Favorite Food: Chinese, Italian 
Favorite Date: | like laid-back 
weekends after going to school 
all week, but, when the weather 
is nice, | like to mountain bike. 


pis 
“lomonew FREE Local 3-minute 


Ex recorded message 


Your relationship Connection 226-0333 
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generously providing us with prac- 


tical assistance and moral support. 

This event is not sponsored or 
officially endorsed by The Church 
of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. 
Acting as individual members, we 
are planning a weekend of activities 
that affirm our dedication to the 
restored gospel of Jesus Christ, as 
we follow God’s commandment to 
“renounce war and proclaim peace” 
(D&C 98:16). 


What do we hope to achieve? 

Our objective is to-bring about 
an end to nuclear weapons testing at 
the Nevada test site as a first step 
toward negotiation of a compre- 
hensive test ban treaty. We are in- 
spired by the efforts of many people 
throughout the world who, recog- 
nizing the presence of evil and in- 
justice around them, have heeded 
the spiritual prompting to “be anx- 
iously engaged in a good cause, and 
do many things of their own free 
will, and bring to pass much righ- 
teousness” (D&C 58:27). Adding 
our voices to the thousands of oth- 
ers calling for an end to nuclear 
testing, we can make a difference. 

And there is more. In our own 
lives, we are grateful for the testi- 
mony of God’s love we have expe- 
rienced in feeling called to bear 
personal witness against prepara- 
tions for nuclear war. We feel an 
obligation to talk and reflect to- 


nation’s continued preparations for 
“a holocaust, the depth and breadth 
of which can scarcely be imagined” 
(‘Christmas Message from the First 
Presidency,” LDS Church News, 20 
December 1980); on the other, a 
celebration of God’s love, plainly 
manifest in the spiritual promptings 
we feel, and in the natural and hu- 
man creation we are called to pre- 
serve and protect. The NDE Mor- 
mon weekend will provide us with 
an opportunity to lift and strengthen 
one another in an expression of faith 
that integrates Mormon identity with 
peacemaking. Like our pioneer for- 
bearers, our faith in God challenges 
us to embark together upon a spiri- 
tual journey into the desert. 


When and where will the 1993 
Nevada Desert Experience Mormon 
weekend take place? 

The weekend will take place in 
Las Vegas, Nevada, on Friday, 
March 26 and Saturday, March 27, 
and near the entrance of the Nevada 


test site at Mercury, Nevada, on 


Sunday, March 28. 


planned? 

Activities planned for the NDE 
Mormon weekend include indi- 
vidual reflection, testimony shar- 
ing, group worship, nonviolence 
training, meals together, a sing- 
along (Mormon pioneer trail songs 


What kinds of évents are’ 


culminating in an outdoor Mor- 
mon worship service near the en- 
trance to the test site, followed by 
a nonviolent direct action. 


Will I be arrested? 

The choice is up to you. Many 
of us who have participated in 
NDE actions in past years have 
felt moved to “cross the line” and 
be arrested for unauthorized entry 
into the test site. If you are certain . 
you do not want to be arrested 
(either for practical reasons or 
from personal conviction) but 
would like to join us in protesting 
nuclear weapons testing, please 
come. You will be in good com- 
pany: some may cross the line, but 

many will not. Your presence at 

the site is a witness against testing 
of nuclear weapons—whether or 
not you are arrested. 


Is there radiation danger at 
the Nevada test site? 

Expert opinions differ, but 
there is general agreement that 


Sibi RE Bick 


test. In particular, children and 
pregnant women are discouraged 


_ from being at the site at such times. 


_How much will the Nevada 
Desert Experience Mormon week- 
end cost? 

A registration fee of about 
$30.00 (for students) will cover the 


cost of activities and meals during 


the weekend, as well as our printing 
and mailing costs. A congregation 
or parish in Las Vegas will be shar- 
ing their church building with us. If 
a sleeping bag on a hard floor isn’t 
for you, we can recommend a rea- 
sonably priced Las Vegas motel. 
You may also want to purchase an 
NDE Mormon weekend T-shirt. 


Will special activities be pro- 
vided for Children? 

Children ages 4-12 will partici- 
pate in a “Peace Primary,” explor- 
ing the meaning of peace and peace- 
making through age-appropriate 
games, activities, stories, and crafts. 
The program, building on the Book ~ 
of Mormon account of the Anti- 
Nephi-Lehies’ repudiation of blood- 
shed (Alma 24: 16-19), will culmi- 
nate in a symbolic burying of war 
toys. , ® 

’ How do I obtain additional in- 
FORUM a ine aa ae 
"- To receive’ a registration packet 


‘or additional information, telephone 


us at (801) 595-8226, or write us at: 
Mormon Peace Gathering ~ 
P.O. Box 520736 
Salt Lake City, UT 84152 


Ser Serr ee 


1992. Nuclear Road Trip) 


by Sean R. Young 
Otivated by curiosity and the pros 
pects of an exciting road trip, six 
of us from BYU hit the road last 
March headed for the bright lights of Vegas. 
We weren't going to play the tables or check 
out the floor shows — we were going to spend 
a weekend with the Quakers as they dis- 


- cussed and protested nuclear weapons test- 


ing. 

In the evening, after spending a couple 
hours singing and having a good time with the 
Quakers, five of us walked from the church to 
the downtown Stip area. As we walked, we 
talked about what we would do two days later 
at the test site. Would we get arrested? What 
is the relation of civil disobedience to the 12th 
Article of Faith? Do we really care enough 
about the issues to get involved? 

The next day, we heard numerous presen- 
tations on nuclear weapons testing, but we 
remained unsure. We recognized the evils of 
nuclear weapons testing, but what should we 
do about it? Should we “witness” against the 
government s actions by trespassing onto the 
test site? Some of us were thinking about 
future missions or law school —how would 
getting arrested affect these plans? At the end 
of the day, none of us knew what we would do 
the next day. 

Sunday morning, after sharing breakfast 


__ ina local Vegas park, we drove to the test site 
_ entrance at Mercury, an hour away. It was a 


pilgrimage with an uncertain end. We still did 


_ not know how we would participate in she 
Quakers’ protest. 


_ As we pulled off the freeway. at the Mer- 
yeXit the desert extended a away from — 
gi 


§ rete -Inisted@'of the mdnolithic 


ernmental military complex, ‘the only thing] 


could now see keeping me from witnessing 


Why I Will Go to Nevada 


against nuclear weapons testing was a waist- 
high, four-stranded barbed wire fence. 
The Quakers sat in silence, their group 


forming a semicircle outside the fence. One — 


by one, as they felt so moved, Quakers would 
get up and say what they were feeling. Fi- 
nally, one silver—haired woman got up and 
quietly walked to the fence—and stepped 
through onto the test site. After a few min- 
utes, another Quaker followed, and then, the 
first BYU student from our group “crossed 
the line.” 

Then it was my turn. Silently, I walked to 
the fence and stepped through. I took my 
place on the ground and held hands with those 
of us extending the semicircle onto the test 
site. One by one, all of us from BYU crossed 
the line. After the circle of Quakers and 
Mormons was completed, those of us inside 
held hands over the fence with those who 
remained outside, and walked toward the law 
officials waiting for us near the cattleguard 
where the road entered the site. 

When the officials stopped us, men were 
separated from women, and we were led to 
tennis court-sized containment areas to await 
the local shenff to cite us for trespassing. We 
felt an amazing peace as we waited. It was 
like sitting in the celestial room. We felt as 
though we had each passed our own personal 
tests, and done what we needed to do to 
morally confront the horrors of nuclear weap- 
onry. 

Later, with trespassing citations in our 
pockets, we made the long trip back to Provo. 
We had made a pilgrimage to the desert, and 
like Christ, had confronted our society’s evils 


‘face to face. Like Him, wefelt as ‘though. we.” 


thad succeeded i in, resisting the” Destroyer. 
Sean does not consider himself art activ- 

‘ist, but seeks to “renounce war and proclaim 

peace” (D&C 98:16). ® 


for the NDE Mormon 


Experience 


by Rebekka M. McNeal 


getting arrested in Nevada at a nuclear protest, I could 
tell that they had experienced something. They glowed 
with an excitement and enthusiasm that only comes from doing 


| ast year when some friends of mine came back after 


what one believes is right, at whatever cost. They told me that 


they were planning a weekend for Latter-day Saints to go down, 


and I told them to keep me informed. 


I don’t know much about nuclear weapons testing. I don’t 
think I want to get arrested, but I want to know about the issues 
so that I can make a more informed decision on what, if 
anything, I should do about the bombing in Nevada. At the NDE 

“Mormon weekend, we will spend Friday night getting to know 
each other, and Saturday we will explore issues involved with 
nuclear weapons testing. I will go with other Mormons—some 
more informed than others —and we will formulate our own 

___ responses. 

Sunday we will go to the test site. After sharing testimonies, 
some of us may “cross the line” onto the site to “witness” against 
the government’s involvement in continuing to test and use our 

_nuclear arsenal. I don’t know if I will be one of those who will 

_ cross the line. I’ll have to see what I feel when I get there and 

_ confront it personally. All I know i is that come March 26, 27, and 

28, I will be in Nevada with the Mormon Peace Gathering. I 


know at least that much feels right. 


Rebekka’s friends hope she will cross the line, but she’s 
bound and determined to do it only if she decides to for herself. 


Those before cost you. 


Provo, UT 84606 


@ 377-44 AA 
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Hog Time 

An old Jowa pig farmer was asked 
why he didn't take the advice of the 
state's agricultural school relative to 
feed supplements that would get his 
pigs ready for market twice as fast as 
the old way. He responded by saying, 
“Ah shucks—what's time to a hog?” 


Time might not mean much to a hog, 
but to a bright, high-achiever such as 
yourself, time to market is everything. 
Don't let the price of a fully loaded 
'486 PC (for just $1375 from AAA } 
Computer Wholesalers) set you back 
even a semester. Remember, semes- 
ters after graduation earn you money. 


Computer Wholesalers 
Old Provo Library Plaza 
15 North 100 East, Suite 104 


Visa, MasterCard, American Express, 
or purchase by monthly installments. 


- More than 10 years in the computer business - 


Nuking the Western 


Shoshone 


by Lopaka Iamowai 
ll nations that test nuclear weap 
A ons do so on foreign land. The 
French bomb natives of Tuamotu 
Island; the Chinese bomb Uygur territory 
in Tibet; Great Britain has bombed Aus- 
tralian Aboriginal nations; Russia has 
bombed Kazakihstan; and the United States 
continues to bomb Newe Segobia—the 
treaty lands of the Western Shoshone. 

According to the Ruby Valley Treaty 
of 1863, the Western Shoshone are en- 
titled to 43,000 square miles (about the 
size of Honduras) bounded by western 
Nevada, southern Idaho, eastern Utah, and 
southern California. Of course, soon after 
the U.S. Senate ratified the treaty in 1866 
and President Ulysses S. Grant confirmed 
it in 1869, the U.S. promptly began to 
disregard it. 

The U.S. effectively stole Newe 
Segobia from the Western Shoshone. 
Emest L. Wilkinson and his law firm 
sought to give legal recognition to the 
government’s actions by getting the In- 
dian Claims Commission to grant $26 
million to the Western Shoshone (with 
10% going to the lawyers —no wonder he 
could later serve as BYU President on $1 
a year). The Western Shoshone National 
Council refused to accept this money, 
their land is not for sale, although the US 


Smcke Ot. 
=S- 


Military and Department of Interior has 
usurped almost 90% of Shoshone lands. 

The Western Shoshone consider their land 
to be under U.S. military invasion. The U.S. 
government has established two Air Force 
bases, a Marine Corps base, a naval weapons 
center, and an Air Force bombing and gun- 
nery range on their treaty lands. As if this 
weren’t bad enough, after dropping two 
nuclear bombs on Japan, the U.S. govern- 
ment established a nuclear weapons test site 
north of Las Vegas on Shoshone land. Since 
1963, the U.S. has exploded over 670 nuclear 
weapons on Newe Segobia—against the will 
of the Western Shoshone people. 

In 1986, the Western Shoshone National 
Council began issuing permits to “Gather, 
Go, and Come” on Wester Shoshone land to 
demonstrators at the nuclear weapons test 
site in Nevada. Demonstrators who are ar- 
rested at the site show their Shoshone permits 
as a means of asserting the Western Shoshone 
claim that the U.S. cannot accuse someone of 
trespassing on land it does not own. 

Mormons who attend the Nevada Desert 
Experience Mormon Peace Gathering in 1993 
will be issued these permits, and if they want, 
they can use them to join with the Western 
Shoshone in asserting claim to their land. 

In 1992, Lopaka carried his Western 
Shoshone permit onto the nuclear weapons 
test site and was cited for trespassing. ® 


If You've Got S7 
We've Got The Cure. 


Eight bucks and ninety nine cents for used CDs. 
Up to seven bucks credit for trade-ins. 
A healthy way to get rid of something you’ re 
1774 N. University Parkway. 


Graywhale NP, CD Exchange 
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ISSUES & OPINIONS 


How to Visit a Women’s Meeting (And Learn 
Something, Too) 


by Adriana Velez 


elcome to the women’s 
movement. It is for, by 
and because of women. 


It is our movement. We are working 
to undermine a hierarchy which 
oppresses women; in order to do so, 
we must privilege ourselves. Men, 
for centuries, have philosophized 
themselves from the role of natural 
oppressor to their perceived role of 
neutral humanitarian, rarely recog- 
nizing the privilege of their voice. 
Meanwhile, women have lived, as 
Zora Neale Hurston put it, as the 
“mules of the earth.” We cannot 
ignore this historical context when 
considering feminism. 

Many people need to overcome 
what I call the great “phallusy” — 
the fallacy of the male as the norm. 
In psychology, the model of health 


is based on traditionally male char- 
acteristics. In speech and writing, 
we value a traditionally male linear 
form. Our organizations are consid- 
ered successful only if they operate 
by a masculine hierarchy. One of 
the purposes of the women’s move- 
ment is to dispel that awful rumor 
that women and everything related 
to them is “other” and inferior. 
Women and the feminine must be 
valued on their own terms. 

This may sound like a review to 
many readers of the Student Re- 
view. But it is what I must say in 
order to preface what I want to say 
to all men: exercise a little humility 
and intelligence. When in the pres- 
ence of feminism, shut up and lis- 
ten. To women I say, claim this 
movement unapologetically. 

Some men enter feminist gath- 
erings (and they are welcome) qui- 
etly. They listen and they learn, 


THE ATRIUM 


RESTAURANT 


WEEKDAY SPECIAL 
2 FOR 1 LUNCH 


t 
I 

i:OR DINNER ENTREE 
| Value up to eight dollars 

I 
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LIVE MUSIC VENUE 


thursday-18th 
ROD & COREY 


“naked jam” 
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MIKE HAIRE 
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always remembering that while it is 
in their best interest to participate, 
the women’s movement is not their 
movement. Other men (some inno- 
cently) enter, stuck in 


the feminist organizations at BYU, 
there are vastly different agendas, 
perspectives, ideas and opinions; 
additionally, there are dialogues 


their phallocentric and [ 
egocentric paradigm. 
They speak, they ask— 
but they don’t listen very 
much. They try to make 
the women’s movement 
their own personal (un- 
reliable) textbook. They 
try to understand within 
their own paradigm, in 
their own language—not 
in our language. Then 
they tell us what we’re 
doing right or wrong— 
like we even asked them. 
When this happens, I feel 
like a child in my sand 
box as an intruding bully 
yanks the shovel out of 
my hand and rebuilds my 
lovingly constructed 
castle with a tower, tell- 
ing me this is what I re- 
ally meant to build. 

The women’s move- 
ment must be understood from a 
women’s perspective. Ultimate un- 
derstanding is impossible for men 
because they do not experience the 
world in a woman’s body. How- 
ever, men can understand more if 


| >,they “allow” (and who gave them 
=the right to “allow” or “disallow?” 
anyway?) women’s Voices a privi- . 


leging over their own. This means 
understanding that the man’s way is 
not the only way. We all need to 
recognize our locations in order to 
understand each other. 

This approach may lead many, 
both female and male, to some dis- 
comfort (though it is folly for a 
male to expect to easily find a com- 
fortable place in a women’s meet- 
ing without sacrifice). Though 
women are categorically one gen- 
der, we are still individuals. Even in 


Nt 


Our Gift to the 
by Jenae Dixon 


The earth and I are bloodsisters. 
Sitting in her soft brown lap, we talk 


' and play. Sometimes, I lie on my 


back, hair tangling in the sun- 
warmed dust, and watch the clouds 
melt into fantastic shape, or simply 
glide like a secret across the bot- 
tomless blue sky and out of sight. 
The rocks speak and I listen. The 
wind and IJ dance alone, wildly. The 
trees and I compare our limbs, strong 
and reaching. I witness concep- 
tions and births of seeds, foals and 
thunderstorms. Water dashes down 
the canyon’s spine, slowing and 
twirling madly at the foot of the 
willow where I sit. Some of the 
water will be used for my family’s 


ae 


HMATRIARCHY 


which may never reach a consen- 
sus. Certainly, women’s voices of- 
ten contradict each other—even 


clash. This may be disorienting to a 
visitor who wants to find a place in 
the dialogue (or, conversely, put the 


leads toa hasty misinterpretation of 
feminism’s dynamism. Visitors to 
VOICE who have demanded im- 
mediate attention to their (inevi- 
table, espe- 
cially if 
they are 
male) dis- 
orientation 
within the 
move- 
ment—i.e., 
those who 
want their 
position in- 
side or out- 
side the 
movement 
ce- 
mented — 
have often 
made such 
misinter- 
pretations, 
and walked 
away dis- 
gusted, in- 
dignant and 
condemn- 
ing. This 
will happen. On the other hand, 
visitors who come willing to accept 
feminism’s dynamism, lack of clo- 
sure, and positional challenge may 
well experience some confusion, 
but will find themselves among sis-_ 


PATRIARCHY 


dialogue in its “place”). The visitor _. ters, n 


‘However, itis a mistake to demand “ 
an objective, unified and fixed ~ 
stance from every member of a femi- 
nist organization. Don’t see the con- 
tention between participants them- 
selves and with those who visit 
women’s meetings trying to “un- 
derstand” us as a sign of failure in 
the women’s movement. It is, in 
fact, one of our strengths. I love all 
the colors at our meetings, and the 
lack of closure they represent. 

A demand for closure in others’ 
political or religious positions often 


_may feel marginalized by alf this.’ ee ie 


Ask Spier woman and her a 
will be different; ask me another 
day, and my story will be different. 
That is why feminism is an ongo- 
ing, evolving movement; give us 
the room to move on our own tens, 
and, with hope, you can evolve with 
us as well. 

Adriana is a graduating senior 
in English and Women’s Studies; 
she is also a long-time member of 
VOICE. ® 


Earth 


garden; we need the food in the 
winter. 

What do we give to the earth in 
return for her gifts? Are we thank- 
ful? Do we reverence her wisdom 
and beauty? Not enough. Do you 
think we give back to her as much as 
we take? If we don’t, isn’t that steal- 
ing? Rather than protect the earth, 
we return her good gifts with evil 
ones. 

I think about our food source 
and how, half a century ago, we 
began toying with synthetic pesti- 
cides. Some had hoped we could 
feed the world, farmers foresaw an 
eased workload and higher yields, 
chemical companies anticipated 
monetary gain. 

With time, we observed that pes- 


ticides do more harm than good, yet 
we continue to use them. Look at 
the results. Using a pesticide brings 
increased yield for a few seasons by 
reducing the pest that harms the 
crop. Fine. In following seasons, 
pests resistant to the initial dosage 
reach numbers that again diminish 
yields. In order to kill the desired 
percentage of the pest, more of the 
same—or a stronger pesticide— 
must be applied. In this way, farm- 
ers become literally addicted to pes- 
ticides. Now, the cost of chemicals 
is more than the gain from increased 
yield. According to one study, we 
use 33 times more pesticides than in 
1940, while losses due to pest rose 
from 31 to 37 percent. 

Pesticides don’t disappear after 
failing their intended purpose on: 
farmland. Water and air carry pesti- 
cides to non-target organisms, build 
up in the food chain (killing as they 
go) and are concentrated at the top. 
In America alone, pesticide use is 
responsible for 3,000 hospital ad- 
missions and 200 deaths per year. 

Pesticides enter our systems 
through the skin, inhalation, and 


see "FDA" p.11 


: F 4 “Ny and Kim Detmer are 
back in town after his 

first year as a profes- 

| sional football player with the 
1 Green Bay Packers. Student 
eview talked with Ty, and he 
dated us on happenings in 
his life. The Detmers are liv- 
ing in Orem until Kim finishes 
a degree in social work in April. 
A new baby girl: The big- 
est change is the new addi- 
on to the Detmer household. 
“We had a little girl on De- 
cember 9th and her name is 
Kaylee.” This is their first 


Ty has the chance to be Mr. 
terback. “I don’t do much 
more calm than being a quar- 


terback though—she sleeps 
and eats, and that’s about it. 


I’m catching up on all the day- } 
_ time shows.” Is Ty becoming a soap opera addict? “No soap | 


operas, just game shows.” The offseason gives Ty a chance to 

bond with Kaylee while Kim is at school. “I’m teaching her 

to say ‘Dad.’ I’m hoping that will be her first word.” Besides 

__ spending time with Kaylee, Ty works out at BYU and Gold’s 

_ Gym, and “T do a little bit of hunting whenever I can at 
_ pheasant farms and for rabbits.” 

Football and Green Bay: With one year as a pro finished 


; how does it feel? “It was good. I didn’t do a whole lot, but it : 


was a good learning experience. Kind of like a redshirt year. 
_ I got to scout teams and stuff like that. My personal goal is to 
__ keep improving and get more comfortable with the system. 


As al team we want to make the playoffs t this year. Anything 


can | happen once you ‘make ‘the playoffs. 2 How about living in 
the sub- arctic region of Green Bay? “I enjoyed it. It’s about 
the same size as Provo/Orem, which is small for an NFL team. 
The fans are good. It’s like a college town where everyone 
_ can’t wait for the next Packer game. I get along good with a 
_ lot of guys on the team, and I enjoyed the outdoors there. I’m 

looking forward to going back.” When Ty was drafted, we 
__ saw Packer hats popping up on kids like flies on a ribroast. To 


manny Dee 


| baby, and with Kim at school @ 
Mom as opposed to Mr. quar-— 


cleaning, but I try. It’s alittle . 


ret eet 2 
i Bs ah oe 4 


Chis loyal fans i says: “Hopefully you 7 perk to see me play a 


little bit—maybe next year.’ 

__. Philosophy, Dreams, and Dad: We always see Ty with 
that big warm smile that always cheers everyone up. Are you 
really that happy Ty? “Oh, I just kind of take things as they 
come. I don’t seem to get too stressed out over much until it 


actually is there. I’m pretty easy-going and don’t get too 
serious over anything. I just enjoy having a good time.” 
You're 25 years old now. When you were 16 did you ever 
‘think at this age you would be a Heisman Trophy winning pro 
football player, married, a member of the Church, a dad, and 


living in Utah? “None of the above. I’ve always wanted to be 
a pro football player and have a family—you just never think 
you'll be able to achieve all your goals.” If you could have any 
dream what would it be? “Just to have a whole year of free 
time. Football can get pretty hectic, and this is the time of the 
year I really enjoy,’ 

How do you balance football with every thing else in life? 
“You leave football on the field or in the locker room. One 
thing my dad has always been able to do is leave football at 
the office.” Who is one of Ty’s biggest heroes? “My Dad. he’s 
been a great example and role model for me to follow. I don’t 
necessarily try to follow after him, but when I look back at 
what I did, I see a lot of my Dad in it. We’re a lot alike.” 

Kim: “She helps me out a lot in football. She gets pretty 
intense about it, but her involvement helps because she knows 
what’s going on, and I can talk to her about football and get 
a good opinion.” Does she want to go into social work after 
she graduates? “‘T think she just wants to be a mom for a little 
bit. It’s hard for her to be away from the baby while she goes 
to school. She’s looking forward to spending time with 
Kaylee.” 

Church: “We want to become good parents. Our biggest 
concern right now is taking care of Kaylee, making sure she 
grows up to be alright. That’s 
our main goal. I think just like 
everyone else, we want to get 
to heaven and do what we’re 
supposed to while we’re here 
so We can.” 

What impact has the. 
Church had in your life since 
you were converted? “Well, 
you know, for me, being bap- 
tized wasn’t that big of a 
change. A lot of the things the 
Church had to offer were things 
I grew up with. I’m thankful 
for the priesthood. Being able 
to bless our little girl was a neat 
experience. I’m-thankful for 
the blessings to do those type 
of things.” 

Well, good luck to Ty and } 
Kim as parents, and good luck 
next season! ® 


"FDA" from p. 10 


ingestion. They cause cancer, nervous disorders, sterility, birth de- 


fects, and genetic mutations. Pesticides are found in virtually all 
__ samples of mother’s milk, commonly in amounts that would cause the 
FDA to ban it, were it sold on the shelf. Per body weight, a nursing 


infant takes in 100 times more PCBs than an adult— 10 times the 
amount allowed by the FDA. Because pesticides build up in meat 
tissue, vegetarians have consistently lower levels of compounds in 


their systems. But pesticides are also carried on supermarket pro- 
duce—especially tomatoes, grapes, apples, lettuce, oranges and 


The U.S. produces many pesticides, banned here, for third world 
countries. Because of illiteracy or poor education, workers there are 
often unknowingly exposed to the harmful “plant medicine.” Ironi- 
cally, 70 percent of pesticides we export are intended for cops that 


_ potatoes. 


will be returned to industrialized countries. 


_ insects. 


e bloodsister—works. Gift for at 


There are effective alternative forms of pest control. Crops can be 
rotated from season to season to prevent buildup of harmful pests. 
Planting can be timed so that the harmful stage of the insect misses the 
plant. Habitats for beneficial insects or predators can be fostered. 
Genetic gerne is effective in reducing populations of harmful 


(es Despite the senselessness of pesticide use, we continue to bestow 
__ the earth with 4 billion tons of it each year. What kind of gift is that? 
_ The German word for “gift” means “poison”. The poison we’ve sent 
___ into the food chain, rivers and oceans is returned to us in the food we 

i ‘eat and the water we drink. That which we sent through the earth’s 
; veins is now coursing through our own. That’s how the earth—my 


BYU Water Polo: 


_ by Doug Pollei 


» ff ention the words water 
polo and a distinct im- 
age comes to mind: 


Speedo-ed men bobbing up and 
down in a swimming pool, throwing 
a ball around. After further investi- 
gation of the sport, it becomes much 
more. 

Water polo has recently gained 
popularity at BYU, though for a 
long time many people didn’t know 
it existed here. The BYU team was 
sanctioned by the NCAA but lost 
this status due to a lack of funds and 
interest. However, this year forty- 
five players tried out for the twenty- 
one-person extramural team. Greater 
demand has given the squad more 
pool time and funding which was 
not previously available. 

Water polo is not a sport with the 
flashy attraction of basketball or 
football. But after attending just one 
game you begin to understand its 
excitement and style. It resembles 
lacrosse or hockey in its quick pace, 
back-and-forth movement, and 
heavy physical contact. BYU water 
polo team member Dave Marsh ex- 


plains, “People don’t realize it, but 


we throw body checks, too. Only 
most of the action is underwater.” 


Underwater is actually where 
most of the work goes on. Enduance 
plays a big factor in the success of 
a water polo player, who must stay 
above water at all times while be- 
ing harrassed by opponents. In or- 
der to stay afloat, the player makes 
an eggbeater-like motion in the 
water with his legs. When you go to 
a game, notice: the players are al- 
ways either swimming or 
eggbeating. To stay in shape, play- 
ers practice three days a week and 
are required to swim laps and lift 
weights on non-practice days. 

Here’s some info on how the 
game works. Each game consists of 
four quarters, seven minutes a piece. 
Each team has seven players in the 
pool at one time. The pool is di- 
vided like a lacrosse field or a 
hockey rink, in thirds with one net- 
ted goal on either end. Goals are 
worth one point and are scored by 
throwing the ball across the plane 
of the goal. As in hockey, fouling is 
part of the game. Depending on the 
severity of the foul, either play is 
stopped, possession is changed, or 
a player must sit out for twenty 
seconds. 

During practices players must 
wear the standard issue swimsuits. 
But Marsh promises that the cov- 


Madmen of the H,0 


eted Cougar-blue Speedos come out 
for every home game. Check the SR 
calendar to find out when the next 
home game is so you can catch the 
eggbeater guys in action. If you’ve 
been hankering for an alternative 
sport with unparalleled action and 
ironman participants, come see H,0 
polo. ® 


486 Systems 
At rock bottom prices 


All systems include: 


128KB cache, 4MB memory, 130MB 
hard disk, 5.25" and 3.5" floppy drives, 
mouse, 101-key enhanced keyboard, 
14" SVGA .28 color monitor, DOS 5.0, 
Windows 3.1. One year warranty on 
parts and labor. 


486SX-25 0.00.0... $1,360 
486DX-33 ......... $1,565 
486DX-S0O ......... $1,739 
486DX2-50 ....... $1,702 

i, $1,849 


Computer Wholesalers 
Old Provo Library Plaza 
15 North 100 East, Suite 104 
Provo, UT 84606 


377-4AAA 


Visa, MasterCard, American Express, 
or purchase by monthly installments. 


- More than 10 years in the computer business - 
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CALENDAR 


If you would like some- 
thing in the calendar please 
call Rebecca at 370-3223. The 
deadline for submitting 
calendar items is the Friday 
before the week you would 
like it to appear in the 
calendar. 


THEATRE 

The Misadventures of 
Godfrey Smithers and 
Improvisational Fairy Tales 
presented by Children’s 
Keep Theater, Mar 20, 1 
pm, 105 E 100N, Provo. 
Includes free show. Call 
375-6838. 

Anne of Green Gables, 
Mar 27-May 24, City Rep, 
SLC, 532°6000. 

I’°ll Remember You, 
Feb 18-Apnil 5, Hale Center 
Theatre, SLC, 484°9257. 

The Jungle Book, now- 
Apnil 5, City Rep, SLC, 
532°6000. 

The Educated Heart, 
now-Apni 19, Hale Center 
Theatre Orem, 226¢8600. 

The Fantasticks, now- 
May 1, 7:30 pm, Sundance, 
225°4100. 

The Garrens Comedy 
Troupe, Fridays at 7:30 pm, 
2084 JKHB, BYU , $1.00. 
Second show at 9:34 pm for 50 
cents. 


THEATRE GUIDE 

Babcock Theatre, 300 S. 
University, SLC, 581°6961. 

Children’s Keep Theater, 
105 E. 100 N., Provo. 

City Rep, 638 S. State St, 
SLC, 532°6000. 

Egyptian Theatre, Main 
Street, Park City, 6499371. 

Hale Center Theatre, 
2801 S. Main, SLC, 4849257. 

Hale Center Theatre 
Orem, 225 W. 400 N., Orem, 
226°8600. 


200 W. 
S500 N. 


AT THE © 
PROVO 
ARMORY 


MONDAY 
APRIL 5TH 


Pioneer Theatre Com- 
pany, 1340 E. 300 S., SLC, 
5816961. 

Promised Valley Play- 
house, 132 S. State St, SLC, 
364°5696. 

Provo Town Square 
Theatre, 100 N. 100 W., 
Provo, 375°7300. 

Salt Lake Acting 
Company, 500 N. 168 W., 
SLC, 363°052S. 


Provo, 373¢1525. 

Roger Drinkall, cello, 
with Dian Baker, piano, Mar 
19, 7:30 pm, Assembly Hall, 
Temple Square. 

Massimiliano Frani, 
piano, Mar 19, 7:30 pm, 
Madsen Recital Hall, BYU. 

The Utah Symphony will 
perform works by Ravel and 
Mozart, Mar 19 & 20, 8 pm, 
Symphony Hall, SLC, 
533eNOTE. 


EDITOR’S PICK 


Learn something about a dif- 
ferent culture this week by attend- 
ing “Mahabharata,” an ancient 
drama of India, on Thursday, 
March 18, from 3 to 5 pm. This free 
event will be in the Varsity Theatre 
at BYU, and it also includes mar- 
tial arts and dance from Manipur in 
the Himalayas. 

Leam something about the uni- 
verse this week (and possibly some- 
thing about wild-haired Germans), 
by attending the BYU Astronomy 
Club’s presentation of “The Uni 


verse and Dr. Einstein,” March 19 + 
at 7:30 and 8:30 pm in the 


Summerhays Planetarium, Eynhg 
Science Center. 


MUSIC 

Linda Margetts, organ, 
Mar 17, 7:30 pm, Assembly 
Hall, Temple Square. 

David Wilcox, acoustic 
music, Mar 18, Kingsbury 
Hall, Space Agency, SLC, call 
355eARTS. 

Rod & Corey, blues, Mar 
18, 9 pm, Mama’s Café, 
Provo, 373¢1525. 

Gael and Tom Shults, 
authentic Inish Folk for St. 
Patrick's Day, Mar 19, 8 pm, 


- Café Haven, Orem, 221¢9910. 


_ Mike Hair, blues guitar, 
Mar 19, 9 pm, Mama’s Café, 
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Brandon & Bill with 
Charlie Freedman, .acoustic/ 
Spanish guitar, Mar 20, 
Mama’s Café, Provo, 
3731525. 

McPherson Arts Council 
Children’s Choir, Mar 24, 
7:30 pm, Assembly Hall, 
Temple Square. 

Rich Dixon jazz and 
improv, Tuesdays, 8pm., Pier 
54, Provo. 

Dr. Haji and the Blues 
Bandits and open jam, 
Wednesdays, 8pm., Pier 54, 
Provo. 

Opera on Classical 89 


Co 


FM, Wednesdays, 7 pm. 

Mormon Tabernacle 
Choir rehearsals, Thursdays, 
8:00-9:30 p.m. 

Choir Broadcasts of 
“Music and the Spoken 
Word,” Sundays, 9:30-10:00 
a.m, Temple Square. Please be 
seated by 9:15am. 

Dead Goat Saloon, Live 
music, 165 S. West Temple, 
SLC, 328-GOAT. 

Zephyr, live shows 
nightly, 301 S West Temple, 
355-CLUB. 


CINEMA GUIDE 

Underground Images 
Films, every Wednesday, 8 
pm, 1170 Talmage Building, 
BYU. 

Villa Theatre, 254 
S.Main, Springville, 
4893088. $1 

Academy Theatre, 56 
N. University Ave., 
37324470. 


State, SLC, 226°0258. 
Carillon Square 
Theatres, 224°5112. 
Cineplex Odeon 
University 4 Cinemas, 
22496622. 
International Cinema, 
BYU, 378¢5751. 
Mann Central Square 
Theatre, 374°6061. 
Scera Theatre, 745 S. 
State, Orem, 235¢2560. 
Tower Theatre, 875 E. 
900 S. SLC, 359¢9234. 
Varsity Theatre, BYU 
campus, 378¢3311. 


OTHER 

“Korean-U.S. Relations: 
The Kim-Clinton Era,” an 
International.Forum; Mar 17, 
9:30 am-12 noon, 238 HRCB, 
BYU. 

‘‘Mahabarata,” the Epic 
Drama of Ancient India, with 


The Zephyr Club Presents: 
SKAMANIA ~ 


BAD MANNERS 


AND SPECIAL GUESTS 


Avalon Theatre, 3605 S. 


_ now through April 1. 


accompanying Martial Arts 
and Dance, Mar 18, 3-5 pm, 
Varsity Theatre, ELWC, BYU. 
Free. Call 798¢3559 for 
information. 

Michael Medved, media 
critic, will discuss’ 
“Hollywood’s Three Big Lies 
About the Media andSociety,” 
Mar 18, 11 am, de Jong 
Concert Hall, BYU. 

“Making Peace with 
Your Mirror,” a free seminar 
for women, Mar 18, 7:30-8:30 
pm, at the Aspen Center for 
Wellness, 920 N. 380 W., 
Orem. Call 225°7744 to 
register. : 

The Peking Acrobats, 
Mar 18, 8 pm, Symphony Hall, 
SLC, 533eNOTE. 

“The Universe and Dr. 
Einstein,” presented by the 
BYU Astronomy Club, Mar 
19, 7:30 and 8:30 pm, 
Summerhays Plan- 
etarium, ESC, BYU, 
$1. 

Campus Coalition 
Bosnian Relief Drive 


Donations of blankets, 
clothing, safety-sealed 
medicine and personal 
hygiene supplies should 
be placed in collection 
bins at the ELWC, 
Mama’s Café, and 
Atticus Books. Cash 
donations can be made 
through LDS wards by 
indicating “Humanitar- 
ian Aid for Bosnia” on 
the line marked “other” 
on the donation slips. 

KHQN Radio and 
Krishna Temple open 
house eyery,Sunday at 
6 pm, Includes mantra 
meditation, films, and.a 
vegetarian feast. Call 
7893559 for directions 
to the temple in 


AT 


AND 


$15 


STRETCH ARMSTRONG, AND INSATIABLE 


have 
been pregnant 


TICKETS ~ 
AVIALIABL 
SMITHTIX 


CRANDALL 
AUDIO 


Spanish Fork. 

Monday night poetry, 7-8 
pm, at Cafe Haven, 1605 S. 
State Orem. 

Massages, full body, full 
hour,$16, call 359e2528. | 

Geneva Steel Plant 
Tours, MTuWF at 9:00.a.m. 
and 1:00 p.m., 22799240. 

- Hansen Planetarium, 15 
S. State, SLC. Shows include _ 
Laser Beatles, Laser Bowie, 
Laser Zeppelin, Laser Rock, 
Laserlight IV and Laser Floyd. 
Info 538¢2098. 

Readings of local women 
writers, Mondays, A 
Woman’s Place Bookstore, - 
1400 Foothill Dive #240, — 
Foothill Village, SLC, free, 
call 583°6431. 

Family History Center 
Classes, Every 2nd and 4th 
Sunday, HBLL Library, BYU, 
378°6200. 


Are you 


Pregnant? 


or 
you ever 


at BYU? 


We need to hear 


your experience 
for a research 


_ paper. 


Call Jason 
or Luana at 
224-4434 


